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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
My attempt at \The Reluctant IN exercise. There are three \'Is\ in it but one isn\'t used by the narrator so 
| don\'t count it. Nm not sure of the ending either but as it\'s only an exercise I\'m sure you can forgive me 
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If my life were a rose he'd be one of the thorns. He'd be the sharpest, the one that cuts the deepest and 


hurts the most. The one that's wound will stick forever as an ugly scar upon the surface. 


He knows it too. You can see it in his face, his eyes. Those glinting, gleaming orbs that pierce a guys heart the 
minute they look at you. And he likes to look. Hell he loves to look. And everyone knows what it is he likes to 
look at - girls. Girls, girls, girls (pardon the pun); he'd look at them all day if he could. But no one knows what 
he likes to look at when the lights are off, the doors are closed and the cameras stop clicking. 


Its the watching that he craves; the voyeuristic feeling of it gives him a kick. That sensation that glazes his 
eyes with thick lust and slicks his ink covered skin with sweat. 


So he watches as the nameless groupie stumbles from the bathroom and begins the giggle shamelessly as her 
shirt is pulled from her body. He watches as her skin prickles in the cold of the room and the heat of the 
touch. Looks on as she's lowered to the bed and covered in kisses; it has to start tenderly or everything's 
ruined. He licks his lips as her skirt slides down her legs. No panties - just the way he likes. 


Her moans cover up his raw, animalistic growls as he enjoys this show of slick, sweat covered bodies rubbing, 
thrusting, twisting and moaning for him. All for him, its always been for him - all of it, every move, every 


twist, every graphic public display, has just been for his viewing pleasure. 


And then it's over. There's a small contented smile on her face and that's what hurts, it's what always hurts. 
Suddenly he's in the room, standing over her with that evil smirk on his face. Her smile fades a little but soon 


perks up at the sight of the bulge in his leathers. 
"You want some too baby?" she croons, trailing a hand across his straining groin. 
He shakes his head. "Not from you," he replies and glances across the bed with that piercing look. 


The girl grimaces. "Jesus, never had you down for a fag Sixx," she says with a laugh. "No wonder you can't 


keep a marriage together." 


The fact that's she's drunk won't grant her forgiveness for that comment, not that forgiveness would do her 


any good anyhow.not now. 


Nikki's still smirking down at her but his eyes are ice cold. He doesn't say anything else but his hands slide 
across the girl's shoulders and up to her neck, pushing her head up to face him. With a rough jerk he pulls 
her face to his and brushes his lips against hers. 


"Hope you enjoyed your night, baby," he says the last word with a sneering twist of his lip, echoing her earlier 


advance. 


Her breath catches in her throat and her eyes bulge wildly as he increases the pressure around her neck. He 


could probably have done it with one hand she was so skinny. 


There's a different kind of glint in those eyes now. Still full of raw, animal passion just a different kind. The kind 
that people see but never understand. The kind that makes the drums such a brilliant place to hide for the 
two hours of show-time: that's when he really lets it out. 


There aren't any drums here though. There's no where to hide while he lets out the beast inside him. There's 
nothing to do but watch as he lays her back down and pulls out his cigarettes, lighting one up and sprawling 
across the sofa in front of the TV. 


"Get rid of that," he says, "Quickly. I'm not gonna wait all night for you." 


| pick up the phone and call up Dave to dispose of another unfortunate fan before wrapping a scarf around the 


girl's neck and dragging her outside the room. 


Dave better be quick, or there'll be two bodies waiting for him. 


